D85 DIGITAL MAGAZINE FEBRUARY 2015 



EDITED BY: 
SALEEM AKHANANI 
SAMEENA KHAN 



A TRIBUTE TO A LEGEND 



PROFESSOR AKHTER AHMAD 






Thousands of Doctors threatened; Hundreds left country; 
Hundreds killed; Families left to suffer 

Threats, Ransoms, Fear, Murders, 

Is this the reward of selfless days and nights, years of sacrifice? 

"WhiCe our HuCers SCeep; Murderers roam free 

Enough is Enough 

Black Day 2nd February 

NO OPD; NO CLINIC; ^ 
Lets unite; Lets protest 



PMA; PIMA; MAC; SDWA; CFM; PHA 





REMEMBERING A TEACHER AND A MENTOR 



Zeba F Vanek, MBBS, DCN, MD in Neurology (Done under Dr Akhter) 



Thank you for inviting me to write a few words about Professor Akhter 
Ahmed, who passed away on November the 9 th , 2014. 

Akhter Saheb was my teacher and a mentor as he was to so many of his 
students who pursued the field of Neurology. 

I had the honor of studying under him and worked in the department of 
Neurology at the Civil Hospital Karachi from 1988 to 1992 during which I 
did my research under his supervision on movement disorders and got my 
MD, Doctorate in Neurology. I will always remain indebted to his invaluable 
mentorship and guidance. 

Dr Akhter was a great neurologist, an inspiring educator and a dedicated 
and meticulous researcher. Indeed, he is the pioneer of neurology in 
Pakistan. It was in the early 1970s that he established the department of 
neurology at the CHK. 

Akhter Saheb was a perfectionist and a brilliant clinician. He taught us how 
to pay attention to the minutest details in the history and examination of the 
most challenging of patients. He showed us how to clinically localize 
lesions in the nervous system most accurately, before imaging became 
widely available. His work ethic was exemplary, his character impeccable 
and he taught us what discipline and professionalism is in academics. 

May Allah rest his soul in eternal peace! May He bless him for all the good 
he did in his life; the numerous students he taught and the patients he 
helped in his life. His contributions to the field of Neurology in Pakistan will 
always be remembered. Pakistan has truly lost a great man. 



PROFESSOR AKHTER AHMED - MY FATHER 



YASMEEN G AHMED DOWITE 1985 




Thank you for giving me this opportunity to talk about my beloved father and our teacher, Professor 
Akhter Ahmed, who passed away November 10 th , 2014 in Karachi. 

Abba was born in Hyderabad, India, on February 9 th , 1935, and migrated to Pakistan in 1949. He 
entered DOW Medical College in 1952 and graduated from DMC at the top of his class with a Mistry 
Gold Medal in 1957. He completed one year of House Job, and married his class fellow, my mother Dr. 
Shamim Akhter, in the end of 1958. 



y 





Fifteen days after their marriage, they boarded the 
ship Queen Mary to come to the United States to 
start a residency in Cleveland, Ohio. They 
completed two years of residency training and 
received credit for three years. From there, they 
sailed to Britain, where he did his MRCP, then 
returned to Karachi in 1962 to settle and serve in 
their own country. After working at Navy Hospital 
Karachi and JPMC from 1962 to 1969, he returned 
to DOW Medical College as Assistant Professor of 
Neurology in 1970. He rose to the position of 
Professor and Head of Department in Neurology at 



DOW Medical College and Civil Hospital in 1979. He was also the Vice Principal of DOW Medical College 
from 1986 to 1988. Later he worked as a clinical professor of Neurology at AKUH as well contributing to 
the training of medical students, residents and postgraduate doctors. 

Abba had a passion for neurology and teaching, from the very beginning. Many of Abba's students are 
renowned neurologists in different parts of the world, including Pakistan, USA, and UK. Our dear class 
fellow, Dr. Zeba Vanek, now Director of the Spasticity Clinic and Associate Professor of Neurology at 
UCLA, was one of his prized pupils. He took pride in his students' successes. 



Abba and Ammi, a very well-known OBGYN, together herself, established a private practice and a 
reputed private hospital, Specialists' Clinic and ZAYEM Neurological Center, from 1968 to 2004. They 
benefited many thousands of patients with their expertise and generosity. He practiced until 2012, after 
which ill health did not allow continuing practice. 

On a more personal level, he enjoyed world travel, long drives, music, and nature, including astronomy. 
We had a large telescope mounted at the top of our house, and we spent many evenings and nights 
with Abba observing different satellites and constellations and learning about them. Ammi and Abba 
traveled extensively all over the world. Within Pakistan, we drove from Karachi to the Himalayas almost 
every year, sometimes twice a year, during the summers as well as winters, to enjoy the beauty and 
snow in the Himalayas. On our many outings and picnics, he played the bansuri (wooden recorder) 
beautifully, while Ammi sang Lata's songs. He also played the harmonium very well, and later the 
keyboard. He was a great fan of Allama Iqbal, whose poetry he explained to us and had us memorize. He 
was an avid reader of all subjects, including religion, literature, and history. 




Among his myriad accomplishments are: 



• Research fellowship for study of mental 
retardation in USA in 1965. 

• Awarded a WHO fellowship in Neurology in 1979. 

• Published several original papers, including: 



1. The angiographic study of strokes 

2. Survival and disability following strokes 

3. Consanguinity and mental retardation 

4. Degenerative ataxias 

5. Subacute sclerosing panencephalitis 

6. Epidemiology of SSPE 

7. A survey of mosquitos in Karachi 



8. Joint research report with Japanese team 
from Nihon University and Institute of 
Neurosciences, Tokyo. 

• He was presented Professional Excellence Award 
by DOW University of Health Sciences in March of 
2013. 



As a father, he was always there for us despite his extremely busy professional life. He took an active 
role in raising us. We were four sisters, all of whom became doctors. He gave us the tools to approach 
life, and his lessons ring true for us even today. He was a loving husband and father, son, and brother. 
He loved children, and lovingly enjoyed his eleven grandchildren too. He had just become the great- 
grandfather of my first grandson in August 2014. He was very kind and caring to all around him. 




Abba passed away on November 10 , 2014, after battling dementia for some years. He will be 
remembered for the kindness and generosity he extended to his patients and all others around him, the 
knowledge he spread, his uncompromising standards, and his drive for perfection. To me, he will always 
be there, as a role model, still giving me strength in everything I do in life. He is missed. May Allah SWT 
grant him the highest place in Jannah and make his children Sadaqa-e-Jariah for him. Ameen. 
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Earn 2500 good deeds every day! 



GoodDeeds 



by Asma bint Shameem 



Okay. Let's get right to the point. Want to know of a deed that's super easy, super fast and 
super simple yet it's so great in the sight of Allaah that it takes you to Jannah? 
Why not, right? 
Here's how. 

Abdullah ibn 'Amr (Radhi Allaahu anhu) narrated that the Prophet (Sal Allaahu Alaiyhi wa 
Sallam) said: 

"There are two characteristics that whenever the Muslim maintains them will enter Jannah. 
These two traits are easy to possess. However, only a few people acquire them. 

Say " Subhaan Allaah" ten times, "Alhamdulillaah" ten times and "Allaahu Akbar" ten times at 
the end of each Salah. By practicing this deed you earn one hundred and fifty rewards for your 
tongue and one thousand five hundred for the scale (of good deeds). 

And before you go to sleep say "Subhaan Allaah" thirty three times, Alhamdulillaah" thirty three 
times and Allaahu Akbar thirty four times. By saying these words before you sleep you gain one 
hundred good deeds for your tongue and one thousand deeds for the scale. 

So who among you would commit two thousand five hundred sins in one day (to counter that)? 

They said: 'How could we not count (our sins)?' 

He Sal Allaahu Alaiyhi wa Sallam said," Right after a person finishes praying, Shaytaan comes 
to him and reminds him of this or that (something that he has to do). Therefore this person gets 
up and leaves without saying these words. Additionally, when he lies in his bed Shaytaan 
comes to him and causes him to fall asleep before he can mention these words." 

'Abdullah ibn 'Amr(may Allah be pleased with him)said , " I saw the messenger of Allaah Sal 
Allaahu Alaiyhi wa Sallam say these words using his hand to count them. 

Recorded by Abu Dawud, at Tirmithi and others. Verified to be authentic by al-Albani (Sahih ut 
Targhib wat-Tarhib) 



Explanation : 



Subhaan Allaah! 

What a beautiful yet easy way to earn Jannah! 
All you have to do is the following: 

1 . After each salaah, remember to say Subhaan Allaah 1 0 times, Alhamdulillaah 1 0 times and 
Allaahu Akbar 1 0 times. That makes a total of 30 after each salaah. 

2. If we say these words after each of the five daily prayers, that makes a total of 30 X 5 = 150 

3. Each good deed is recorded as 10 good deeds or more, by the Mercy of Allaah. So saying 
these words after each salaah will be recorded for us as 1 500. How? (1 50 X 1 0 = 1 500) 

4. Then when you go to bed, remember to say Subhaan Allaah 33 times, Alhamdulillaah 33 
times and Allaahu Akbar 34 times. That makes a 100. ( 33 + 33 + 34 = 100) 

5. Saying these words 1 00 times will be recorded as 1 000 good deeds by the Generosity of 
Allaah al-Kareem. 

6. Adding the two together gives us 2500 good deeds (1 500 + 1 000 = 2500) 
Allaahu Akbar! 

What more could a person ask for? How much easier could it get? 

Yet the Prophet Sal Allaahu Alaiyhi wa Sallam informed us that, although saying these words is 
really easy, only a fewpeople do it. 

And how TRUE that is. 

We all are way too familiar with how the Shaytaan will come to us at the end of our prayer and 
make us remember a thousand other things that suddenly will seem so 'important' to us that we 
will forget to say these easy words and go rush off to finish that 'urgent' matter. 
And even if we do manage to defeat the Shaytaan after the prayers, and remember to say these 
words, he surely comes to us as we are getting ready for bed and makes us soooo tired and 
sleepy that we are asleep even before our head hits the pillow and we forget to say these 
amazingly easy words! 

EXCEPT for those on whom Allaah has mercy. And In Shaa' Allaah we can be one of them. 
All we have to do is: 

- Have SINCERE intentions to say these words after every salaah and before you go to bed. 

- Specifically ASKVne Lord of the heavens and the earth, the One in control of every thing and 
every one, to enable you to say these words and make it easy for you. All you have to do is ask. 
And He will make it possible for you. 



- be PERSISTENT in your effort to say these words. Don't get discouraged if you forget a few 
times. Keep at it and In Shaa' Allaah soon, it will become part of your routine and the shaytaan 
won't be able to distract you, bi ithnillaahi Ta'ala. 

Two thousand five hundred sins? 

Another point to ponder over is the statement of the Prophet Sal Allaahu Alaiyhi wa Sallam 
when he said: 

"So who among you would commit two thousand five hundred sins in one day (to counter that)?" 

In other words, if Allaah Subhaanahu Wa Ta'ala is giving us this opportunity every single day to 
earn 2500 good deeds, then there should be absolutely ZERO excuse for the person whose 
sins are heavier than his good deeds in the scale on the Day of Judgment. 

Just think about it. 

In order for that person to have his scale of bad deeds heavier than the scale of good deeds, he 
must have done at least 2500 bad deeds per day, to get to that point! May Allaah save us and 
protect us. Ameen. 

So who amongst us does 2500 bad deeds in a day? 

In Shaa' Allaah there's NONE amongst us who does that. 

So strive to do good deeds all day long. ...all life long. Stay away from bad deeds and bad 
company. And remember to say these beautiful yet easy, simple words at the end of the salaah 
and at the end of the day and In Shaa' Allaah Jannah will be yours. 

And Allaah knows best. 




SYED KHALID ANWER D86 



AISHA IDRIS D87 



THE SHAPE OF LOVE 



Look how lovingly L straddles the words 

O is the circle of infinity that makes the 

world go round 

Spinning in a celestial spirit 

Looping again and again 

Continuously, insatiably 

Vagaries of V sitting comfortably 

Between O and E 

As if relaxing on its elbows 

Viewing the cosmos and 

Wondering on this most 

Wondrous of emotions 

E is for eternity 

Although at the end 

But without an end 

A perpetual continuum 

And has an eye 

That all-encompassing eye 

Of exuberance, elegance 

Eternal flame, once excited, ignited 

Can never be extinguished 

Enigmatic, ecstatic, exalting, enduring 

Ah! The shape of 

LOVE 



Loneliness is now my preference, 
Had a good look at all, and hence 
Staying alone makes perfect sense; 
No more sinning and no further penance 

After a lifetime of doing right and wrong 
I'm neither an angel nor a monk 
Don't want to end the life in a Swansong 
No explanations either short or long! 

Life has given more hurt than joy 
Best time of life wasted in a cry 
Divinity often left me high and dry 
Just do no harm to a honeybee and 
butterfly 
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D85 2015 PERSONALITY OF THE YEAR AWARD 



ARJUMAND ASIF 

Welcoming A New Dow Class of 1985 Volunteer and Leader- Arjumand Asif 

NADEEM ZAFAR 

When I was asked by the Chief Editor of this electronic magazine to write some impressions 
about our classmate Arjumand Asif, I told him that I knew very little about her except for our 
recent interactions regarding D-85 projects and projected future needs of this group. But I 
willingly accepted this request from Saleem Khanani as I felt I owe it to my colleague Arjumand 
to recognize her hard work and dedication for she has really taken the Dow Class of 1 985 family 
and projects to heart with visible energy and dedication. 

As everyone is aware, Dow Class of 1 985 has come together as a very coherent and dedicated 
group not just for the D-85 colleagues but for their extended family members as well. While this 
journey has been very rewarding, there have been painful episodes along the way with some of 
our colleagues moving to the eternal life- 1 cannot recall anyone more fondly than Shoaib 
Tauheed, Professor of Physiology DUHS. And this family came together to set up world class 
medical care for Shoaib but we could not go against the Divine Will. We however feel that we 
did all we could to help him. We also set up an excellent project at Civil Hospital Karachi, by 
providing machines to set up digital x-rays. These machines serve around 3000 plus patients a 
week and have done so for the last five years, surpassing beyond our wildest dream the service 
these machines were supposed to provide. A dedicated team of leaders to include Afzal Saeed, 
Shiab Tauheed, Intikhab Taufiq, Shahab Ghani, Samrina Hashmi, Humaira Bayer, among 
others, worked diligently to bring this process to reality. In the back ground many other personal 
support projects went on based on colleague-colleague/family contacts, resulting from this 
group sticking together around 30 years after graduation from Dow. 

More recently, when Dow Class of 1985 colleagues got together in Karachi in November and 
December 2014, we saw a new colleague stepping up to offer her dedication and energy to 
support Dow Class of 1985 and its projects. Most recently, the organizing committee, including 
Arjumand, decided to step up to help a deceased colleagues family's needs for their two 
daughters, one of whom will insha-Allah marry in July 2015 and the other trying to finish off her 
Ph.D. in rehabilitative care. It was extremely gratifying to see Arjumand take the lead on this 
project, reconnecting with friends and associates from Dow Class of 1985 to ensure that we 
collected and crossed our target of Rs. 800,000. With Allah's Blessing and tremendous help 
from her, the class exceeded this target by around Rs. 600,000 which will allow us to support 
other projected requirements of this family as other siblings line up to become meaningful 
citizens Insha'a Allah. In addition, I believe, she will work with our deceased colleague's wife to 
ensure that the wedding organization is streamlined for the family. 

On a personal level, Arjumand is one of many sisters with no brothers but has three sons- so 
the only lady of the house. Arjumand my colleague and sister, you have arrived with a bang and 



we are so pleased to have a tireless worker like you helping this class of very dedicated 
physicians! God Bless you and congratulations on being selected the Dow Class of 1985 
Person of Year for 201 4. JAK!!! 




Appreciation award by secretary of woman development on presenting 
prevention measures for woman harassment at work place 



ARJUMAND ASIF AS I KNOW 



SAMEENA KHAN 

It was a dull day... Everything was on a standstill.... except for clock hanging on the wall 
ticking... With each tick, time was taking her away from me... minute by minute, breath by breath 
she was slipping from my hands... 

My heart was full of gloom... I was sitting silently in the waiting area of the special care of 
AKUH... there was a looming sense of utter helplessness... I was praying for her to come back 
to life... but deep in my heart, somehow, I had started feeling that I was about to lose her... 

During those moments of silence, despair and hopelessness, emerged a slim figure, which was 
walking towards me... I squinted my tearful swollen eyes to try to recognize the graceful lady 
with dupatta on her head and a reassuring smile on her kind face... 

This affectionate lady was Arjumand Asif whom I vaguely remembered from my Dow days... and 
had started knowing her a bit more through our recent Facebook interaction... 

She came closer and gave me a hug... At that moment of loneliness and despair, her gentle 
touch was like a reminder of the presence of selfless love in this world... I was so tense that I 
broke into tears... she sat with me, listened to my plight with patience and kindness... I felt as if I 
always knew her... I felt a strong bond of closeness and trust with between us... Her presence 
had a calming effect on my aching nerves... we talked for some time... she shared her life's 
struggles with me trying to make me understand that life was not easy with anyone... The way 
she came to visit my very sick mother who was on her deathbed, in spite of not being a close 
friends, made my heart melt for her... 

Since that day, I developed a warm feeling for her which also carried an element of trust and 
respect... Taking time out from one's busy schedule and visiting a mere colleague's dying 
mother, sitting there for more than an hour trying to share her pain, is not an ordinary job... Only 
those who have been through such sad and lonely times can understand the worth of a 
reassuring hug, a keen ear and some soft words of love and reassurance... 

This is all that I know about this lady... and I don't think I need anything more to know about 
her... What else is requited to make a person a good human being?? 
the same qualities that Arjumand has... 

Then later I saw some more great qualities in her, like quick action, ambition, hard work, 
perseverance and honesty... but I think it is better that you know about those from Nadeem 
Zafar who witnessed her sense of responsibility, power of decision and self-confidence while 
collecting money for a noble cause... 

I wish Arjumand all the best in her years to come... may she live a long and healthy life to be 
able to serve more human beings and touch their hearts with her soft presence, care, love and 
sincerity.... 



ARJUMAND ASIF: A PERSOANL PROFILE 

GRADUATED FROM DOW MEDICAL COLLEGE IN 1985 



Married to Asif who works as a drilling co-ordinator in British Petroleum. 

She is currently working as chief woman medical officer (BPS-19) in the Government of 

Sindh. She is an administrative RMO in the department of medicine. 

She has 3 sons mashaaAllah 

Osama is doing MBA. 

Faizan is in the 3rd year of civil engineering 

Hassan is in 1st year. 



REMEMBERING AFAQ BUTT 



Jamshed Bashir DMC 1986 



'What investigations would you do for acute appendicitis'? Asked Mr Sarwar, associate 
professor of surgery to the gathered 3rd and 4th year medical students around a patient, who 
had had an appendicectomy done the night before. He looked around to choose a victim and his 
fishing tackle landed on Afaque, who blushed before mumbling that he would decide on the 
basis of clinical examination and had no idea of any investigation. 

'What, no idea? You have no idea'? Mocked Mr Sarwar before turning to Anwer Mulla with the 
same question. 

'Sir, I have an idea but don't know the answer'. He clarified as if this fine distinction would 
placate the professor. 

'Look at this moron, he has an idea'! Prof repeated, emphasising the word 'idea', before turning 
to his audience to celebrate Mulla's stupidity. 'What is your idea, please share it with us?' he 
asked, his voice bristling with sarcasm. 

'X-ray abdomen'! Anwer blurted out. 

'X-ray abdo? Why the bloody hell would you do x-ray of abdomen? What would that tell you'? 
Anwer remained quiet. 'No, there is no need to do an x-ray', Prof asserted. 

'Then why have you done one'? Anwer retorted suddenly, taking us all by surprise. Then he 
moved forward and pulled out an X-ray, tucked under the pillow of the patient and waved it, to 
prove his point. We held our breath and looked at the Prof for his reaction 
Prof was unprepared for this sudden confrontation. We could see his anger rising and turning 
into fury. He screamed. 

'This X-ray has been done by some idiot like you! I have a lot of idiots on this ward. I can't keep 
an eye on all of them. That's why, listen to me carefully and learn something, you moron. 
Understand?' 

Anwer, a little chastened, nodded without any further defiance. Afaque, was shocked with 
embarrassment, his hand on his mouth. 

My earliest memory of Afaaque is fairly vivid. It was in the corridor of Surgical VI, just before our 
Associate Professor's tutorial. He must have been 21, a little older and a year ahead of us in the 
medical school. I remember he was tall, athletic and fair with short black hair, earnestness in his 
black eyes and his cheeks flushed when he spoke to the girls in our group of third year 
students, who were keen to learn everything there was to learn. And he had a pale canvas bag 



hanging by his shoulder, with Cancer emblazoned on it. He was shy and soon the girls started 
to like him, as did the rest of us. One day I asked him, what appeared to be a silly question, if he 
was Cancerian. He smiled but rather than give a straight answer, looked at his friend, Anwer 
before nodding affirmatively. It wasn't long before we found out that Afaaque had bowel cancer. 
I am unsure if he had had operations in the past and if the disease had been completely 
removed or not, but I guess the later was true. During those three months in Surgical V as I got 
to know him, I found him friendly, funny and always willing to help with our numerous questions 
and queries. I realised that he was more comfortable talking to one person at a time and was 
painfully shy in the company of girls. Then we parted and I never heard of Afaaque again for 
quite some time but then found out one day that his cancer had recurred. His friends launched a 
campaign to collect funds to send him to the UK for specialist treatment. I didn't see him before 
he left, but went to meet him with Khurram and Fakhri when he returned. The British surgeons 
had declined surgery, as the disease was far too advanced and therefore only palliative 
management was considered appropriate. 

As I entered his room in the private suite of CHK, I was shocked to see Afaque, lying on a clean 
bed, his head lying on a pillow with his dad sat on a chair close to the wall. He had been 
reduced to a shadow of his former self, emaciated, wasted and withered, but his face lit up 
when he saw us. His smile was still the same, as was his voice, which boomed as if it belonged 
to somebody else and his cheeks flushed with embarrassment as they did when we were 
posted in Surgical VI. He raised himself to greet us and announced that he was glad to see 
friends. He was fine and had a good time in the UK, he told us. The nurses were beautiful and 
they all looked after him very well. We hesitated and spoke carefully, avoiding any difficult 
question, but he spoke easily and fluently about missed lectures, college and friends, as if he 
had never left the medical school. His dad remained quiet and did not participate in our 
conversation. He hid himself behind a newspaper, but Fakhri noticed that he was crying and did 
not want his son, or us, to see him. 
Afaque died a few days later. 



E PROTEST THE KILLINGS OF INNOCENT PEOPLE INCLUDING DOCTORS 



Tahir Husain 



The most moving experience of this evening gathering @ PMA house was the address by a 
daughter of a doctor who was targeted and killed a few months recently. She recounted before 
a packed hall how her life and that of her family was brutally destroyed by that tragic incident. 
The gathering was arranged to pay tributes to all the doctors who have been killed over years in 
Karachi by Quran Khwani , Ijtimaii Dua and Candle Vigil. The doctors overwhelmingly supported 
the call for Black Day and kept their OPDs and Clinics closed in nearly all the public and private 
.hospitals and clinics in Karachi and rest of Sindh 

The young girl described how her father was a reasonably well to do doctor and one day without 
any rhyme or reason was shot dead in front of her and her family's eyes as he returned from his 
clinic. The target killers pumped six bullets into him. She then went on to describe how being the 
only bread winner of her family was lost in a minute and what problems overtook her family as 
they are now nearly at the doors of her bankruptcy . As expected no help was available to the 
family from the government due to whose negligence her father lost her life. At the end of her 
speech there was not an eye in the hall which was not moist. I could her some suppressed wails 
.and sobs as well 

The young girl accosted me outside the auditorium in the recess and said that she had heard 
my Facebook page is viewed by many doctors and she wants me to write her immediate 
problem. She said that her family has seen good days and her late father had got her admitted 
in Dow International Medical College. She was paying her dues up to now but her family had 
exhausted their savings and they were now not in a position to pay the fees for DIMC which is 
much more than DMC. She requested that I should use my influence to plead her case so that 
she may be able to continue her career in Medicine. She requested that if there was no way her 
fees could be waived at DIMC she may be transferred to DMC where the fee structure is much 
less. I promised her that i will plead her case and took her to the Pro Vice Chancellor of the 
DUHS who was present there and put forward her case. He was very sympathetic but he said 
that the Government rules binding on the College do not allow fee waiver or transfer. Despite 
that he said he will try to see what can be done. I suggested to him that in our College at KMDC 
a colleague died of cancer and his daughter was a similar sort of case and we despite being a 
Govt facility somehow managed to see her through her remaining years in Medical College and 
.she is now a Doctor and soon to be married 

I am well aware of Govt rules and regulations and how difficult it is to bypass them but im also 
aware that given the will to help some way can always be found out. I am sure the authorities at 
DUHS my Alma mater will try their best and I don't doubt their sincerity knowing well the 
magnanimity of their Vice Chancellor who is a very beloved and benevolent Senior to me from 
my association with him as a junior colleague at Dow and Civil Hospital where I taught but I 
know their limitations as well 

Saying that I am putting the case of this medical student whose dad a doctor was killed without 
any reason before my audience. Her name and whereabouts are available with the PMA and if 
.anyone is willing to help then they know how to find her 



Genocide and Ethnic Cleansing: 



NADEEM ZAFAR 

Some call it Shia killing, some call it genocide. This has been going on for a very long 
time. Who should we blame? Just the terrorists- for they would not be terrorists without 
the tacit compliance/in-aptitude of the sitting governments and agencies and all of us 
who would not give a damn unless the fire touches our homes. Let's be honest about it! 
Those who don't like things work to change them not just verbalize their anguish. 

Some of us may have asked ourselves what needs to be done to stop this genocide but 
backed off when we realized there may be a personal price to pay. As a child, I have 
seen processions being attacked in Muharram as they would pass behind my flat in 
Saddar. The front part of the juloos would be shia the back part of the juloos being 
sunni, with taazias that I really liked for it was a reality show for the kid in me- one 
mourning the deaths, the other celebrating valor. Why could not these processions go 
on un-molested while the kid like me could really enjoy the rooh afza waalqa doodh that 
was made available for the marchers. 

As a child I was told many horrible things about shias while I was sent to Habib Public 
School to study. In Dow I would visit one home of a very dear friend every year who is 
shia for koondas so that I could eat some exquisite cuisine. And we would tease him 
about the myths of how the kkondas that we were given were dealt with differently. He 
never felt bad and laughed about it. But I feel truly bad now for while some of us could 
keep ourselves away from hatred but look at where is this country and the world has 
ended in now. 

So I apologize to Syed Razi Muhammad and others for not having written this earlier. I 
was depressed having written this eulogy and condemnation so many times thinking it 
was falling on deaf ears. I never realized that these words of a very very weak person 
did make a difference to those who are hurting big time and have tried to bring these 
ethnic communities together. 

Hope my shia colleagues accept my unconditional apology. Theological differences 
should never preclude common decency and human behavior. Unlike the white blood of 
cowards, thugs and murderers, the Shia blood resembles mine, Seema's and off course 
Inam's. 



UJijJ/L, Jj»l^. 

L $m/^\i\,A fat? fauJMp ^*4|aLfer4^ * 
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POET OF THE MONTH 



By 

Mahwah Gaba DMC 1985 



Khwaja Mir Dard | 











Khwaja Mir Dard is one of the three major poets of the Delhi School — the other two being Mir 
Taqi Mir and 'Sauda' — who could be called the pillars of the classical Urdu ghazal. 

Dard was first and foremost a mystic, a prominent member of the Naqshbandi Mujaddidi order, 
and the head of the Muhammadi path (tariqah muhammadiyah, a Mujaddidi offshoot) in Delhi. 
He regarded the phenomenal world as a veil of the eternal Reality, and this life as a term of 
exile from our real home. Dard inherited his mystical temperament from his father, Khwaja 
Muhammad Nasir Andalib, who was a mystic saint and a poet, and the founder of the 
Muhammadi path. 

Dard received his education in an informal way at home, and in the company of the learned, 
acquiring in due course a command of Arabic and Persian, as also of Sufi lore. He also 
developed a deep love of music, possibly, through his association with singers and qawaals 
who frequented his father's house. He renounced earthly pleasures at the young age of 28, and 
led a life of piety and humility. 

The secret of Dard's appeal as a poet lies not in his mysticism, but in his ability to transmute this 
mysticism into poetry, and to present transcendental love in terms of human and earthly love. 
Although he has written ghazals which are unambiguously mystical in their intent, his best 
couplets can be read at both the secular and spiritual levels, and are, for this reason, acceptable 
to all and sundry. 



In addition, Dard had also written ghazals which deal with a patently sensuous and earthly love, 
and deserve to be classed with the best poetry of this kind. Dard generally excels in short 
ghazals of about seven to nine verses, written in comparatively short measures. His style is 
simple, natural and musical; his content, thoughtful and thought-provoking. His poetry includes a 
collection of Urdu ghazals and a divan in Persian. 

Dard's Persian prose works are extensive, consisting of the llm ul Kitab, a 600+ page 
metaphysical work on the philosophy of the Muhammadi path, and the Chahar Risalat, 
collections of more than a thousand mystical aphorisms and sayings. 

Khwaja Mir Dard's Works: 

llm ul Kitab- a 600+ page metaphysical work on the philosophy of the Muhammadi path 
Chahar Risalat - collections of more than a thousand mystical aphorisms and sayings. 
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